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[ONE PENNY. 
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SLOPER AND HIS LOST ANGEL. 


8 Poor Papa, as you know, is a firm believer in all the ancient customs pertaining to time-honoured festivals, but there are times when his enthusiasm 
carries him a little too far. His behaviour upon St. Valentines morning was, to say the least of it, singularly indiscreet, but then in some ways, poor 
Papa is perfectly incorrigible. For some time after Mamma’s appearance on the scene things were distinctly lively, and it sounded, fur all the world, us 
though the coals were coming in. Our new slavey was packed off at once, and Papa now sadly refers to her as his lost angel.’”’—Tuutsie. 


THE “NEW” CHILD SPEAKS. 


Hubby, I tell vou, madam, rour extravagance is not only hurrying The“ New” Child, Now, my dear parents, pray don't be childish ! 
Be oie the workhouse—it's driving me stark, staring mad ! you, dad, will let mam' have a new dress for the Johnsons’ ball, 

; 40. And I tell you, sir. that vour intemperance aud your cruelty Ini sure she'll say nothing about your mashing thut new barmaid at 
PS forcing me to an untimely grave! the corner pub. Give and take, you know, F 


A SCOTCH HANGING. 


On Sunday, October 25th, 1829, an old lady and her young 
daughter living at Haddington, East Lothian, and who were 
universally esteemed in the neighbourhood. as usual attended 
church, but nothing was seen of them till Wednesday, when 
a neighbour climbing the garden wall found the corpse of 
the mother, Mrs. Franks, the widow of Lord Elcho's game- 
ox in the pig-sty, horribly hacked about. 

The young girl they found within the cottage occupied 
by the e with her brains beaten out. The place had 


n ro 1 

Suspicion fell on one Emond,a relation of the murdered 
persons. No details are given, but we are told that early 
next year an investigation took place before the High Court 
of Justiciary at Edinburgh, and “the wretched criminal was 
pronounced guilty amidst a tumultuous burst of execration.” 

In prison his wife, the sister of the murdered woman, 
came to see him, but refused to touch his hand. 

At six o'clock in the morning of the day fixed for the 
execution the chaplain of the gaol (who had been unwearied 
in his attentions to the I man) arrived and per- 
formed his religious exercises. About seven o'clock he was 
press aud was to be hanged “at the end of Libberton's 

y 


The morning was cloudy and drizzling, but at an early 
hour the crowd began to collect from all quarters, and a 
perfect stream of people passed up the High Street to 


50 


sce the sight. Some hundreds of persons from Hadding, North 
ee and the adjacent villages crowded in to see the dreadful 
spectacle, 

A few minutes past eight the condemned man ascended the 
scaffold, His appearance elicited a huzzah from the boys amon, 
the crowd, but no grown-up person joined in the unseemly anc 
appalling shout, He was attended by his brother, who joined him 
with the reverend gentleman in psalm-singing and prayer. The 
unhappy man remained tirm and composed throughout, but 
changed colour frequently when the executioner proceeded to do 
his duty. He then shook hands with his brother and the official 
attendants, said he was ready, and bade them all farewell. After a 
few moments spent in private prayer, the signal was dropped, and 
the platform instantly fell. 

„Jia struggles were unusually long and violent, and it was 
about four or fire minutes before the cital spark had fled.” 

Emond was a man of short stature, with jie peoportinne| features, 
and had. on the whole, u very unprepossessing look, After hanging 
the usual time the body was lowered down into the shell and 
conveyed to the Lock-up House, from whence it was afterwards 
taken to the College for public dissection. 

A pretty picture this of superstition, incompetence, and cruelty. 

(Next week—well, you just wait.) 


— 


EcsTRACK FroM A BarsVY Junx Al. 

“ MATTERYMONAL.—The Addvertyser who iss yung, good lookin 
an poseses a nuns ui ink unt ixs dessirus off ment in with a respecble 
8 off the opper sight eka with means, Strick seccressy. 

his is serus an no foolin.” 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


» Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stam ped envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitied. Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Yes, to any letter, KAFFIR, You must state your wants in full, 
Very difficult, DISCOURAGED ; It has always been a pull. Once 
is quite sufficient, VoTER. Siindles, we should say, F. S. How 
can you expect it, ATKINS? You will have to do with less, Ve 
pleased to hare it, CHARLIE, Many thanks for letter, PHIL ; Suc: 
@ crew of canting humbugs, Makes a decent man feel ill. 
— — 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 


The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


borwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 


excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1s. d.; 6 Months, 38. 3d.; 12 Months. 6s. 6d. 


In Stamps or P. O. O. a payabie to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
Tne SLOPER1£S,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kivsques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RvE DE LA BANQUE. 
— 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150— 


Will be paid to the nert- . kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(4 a Sercants on duty cavepted), who shall ha ms to meet 
with his or her death in a Railway A to Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED @ copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Hol ina“ be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 
—ͤ̃ — — 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 


ScCENE—Children's Party. 
Hostess (with just a wee trace of sarcasm). Don't you think you 
could eat a little piece more cake, Tommy! 
Tomm: e Well, I don't know—(1ith happy idea) 
perhaps if 1 went out and jumped about a bit in the hall 1 might 
manage it. 4 * 


urs. Chatterley. How remarkably young all the Miss Piggs 
have ma to get married. 
Friend. Naturally. With such a dreadful name, it's not to be 
wondered that they were in a hurry to change it. 
x 


s 
Plain- Clothes Man. Now, then! you'd better come quietly ; l'm 
a constable. 
The Prisoner. The deuce you are! All right, prove it and I'll 


ve in. 
614, Clothes Man, Well, I'm not in uniform, I haven't got my 
whistle, nor—oh ! I know, here you are, look at my boots. 
[There's no mistake about them, and the prisoner 
gues like a lamb, 
ss 


s 
Mrs. rie aaa Prowi—whom good angels 
attend !— 
Had a friend who in Amsterdam dwelt ; 
And when to that friend an epistle she penned, 
Certain inward compunctions she felt. 


When her note to the postal oflicials came round, 
Oh, the Puritan missive by them 
Was with awe and with reverence stamped : for 
they found 


She'd addressed it to Amstercondemn ! 
ss 


s 
Visitor. And so your emer Bella’s got a little baby boy now, 
Jackie, and you're an uncle 
de. Vea. 1 knew; but 1 didn’t want to be. 
Visitor, Oh, fie! Jackie, tie! 
Kiddie. 1 didn't, I say ; 1 wanted to be an aunt, 
se 
* 
r. What's the matter this morning? : 
Sna . Oh, it's Mrs. 3 again. She will insist upon us 
going to the Fancy Dress Ball. A pack of nonsense. 


4 What are you going as? 
2 Vm to go in a bright red suit to represent 


Snippe 


5 Oh, 
— Ah; then your wife will, of course, go as Water”? 
Snapper. Why? 
Snipper. Because she always seems to be putting you out. 
ss 
s 
in O'Flatherty (just home from abroad). Delighted to 
e again, Mrs. Flirtington, 1117 1 inquire if you are enter · 
hi son? sent 
ago Plirtington (a charming widow). Well, Captain O'Flath- 
erty, that’s rather u funny question to answer ; but, as a rule, my 
gentlemen friends seem to consider that I am. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 616,—The “ Morgiana” Costume. 


Ticket Collector, Here, I just saw you come out of a - first-class 
carriage, and this is only a third-class ticket. 

Pawkey Yokel. Sure, I just a penny for my ticket, and I 
got into a carriage wid a figure wan on the door. 


— — 
“ Now then, boys, keep on movin'!“ 


Vr. Gargie. Oh, Miss Lacy! I am going to sing For Ever and 
for Ever”; shall you be too tired to accompany me? 
Miss Lacy. Well, it is rather a long time, isn't it? 


E. 
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Father (shopkeeper). Well, m I hope you're i 
— an interest ni business Moog What part of Dy veal 


7 
Buy (promptly). Closing, dad; closing. 
ss 
s 


The Rev. Mr. Stiggina (with unction). But just think, my dea; 
misguided sister. how much better it would be for you to give up 
all there pomps and vanities and be clothed in righteousness, 

rdi Longsor, No, thank you, old man; silk and sealskin :; 
quite good enuugh for me. 0 


Jack. Poor Tom's in a very bad way, I'm afraid; he tells me he's 
so wenk he can't lift a dumbell. 

Will, Pooh! that’s nothing; I've been trying all the week to 
raise only five pounds, and can’t manage it anyhow. 

ss 
s 

Gorger (dismally). No, I am not at all well, I've lost my app. 

a ede Bally, thovigh; well, all't is 1 
9934. y. ; well, a can say m sorry for a- 

poor Cau that finds ft. 0 * 


* = uncle aa ae 3 * 
ng Johnnie li ; 

And his carte mother 10d Lua how 
To say that amall verb rightly. 

Next morn the teacher laughed with mirth, 
While checking Johnnie tasks, 

To read the statement that “the earth 
Revolves upon its asks!" 


ss 
8 N 
Mr, Clumberbump (reading from newspaper). Madame Patti 


never eats anything before a pearing on the 1 
Vra. Clumberbump, Well Phow, that only shows the inference 
there is bet ween informers, for when our Mary Anne played th: 


Tomato on the Havana at the penny readings, she ate nigh on halt 
T — Devil's animated bi before she made her clearance on 
e stage. oe 


s 
Lum, holding up a stick). Look h. oung man, I'v. 
deen told t at ean said ig ht pre face was one to make a 

ty girl run fora mile. Now, don't deny it, for I’ve got half. a. 


Cheekly. T aid certainly, but in vid 
Reely. say 80, nly, my mean was e t! 
misunderstood. I meant that they would run 1 you trons 
mile away. [ Verdict—Not Guilty. Don't do it again. 
ss 
a 
The Observer. There's something I admire very much abo 
Miss Dashley: she seems full of life and go—a regular girl of 


action. 

The Victim. Oh, she is; the ve her £1000 damages in 
the one she brought against me. r 

s¢ 

“Yah, boo!” said the SLOPER boy, and then he turned and ran. 
but, alas! he had not reckoned on his enemy's | 1 or on his 
bootlace coming unfastened, and the justly incensed elderly female 
overtook him and caught hold of him by the ear. Have you: 
mother, you little wretch!” she enquired. “ Yes, I have,” howl: 
the boy; “and if I hadn't twouldn't be no use you coming afte: 
the dad, for I know he's engaged two deep.” 


First Little Girl. Ain't Sally Gudgeon stuck up lately neither’ 
Second bittle Girt. Yes, the landiord's painted the Humber on 
their door, and since then they can’t none of ‘em look at nobody. 
ss 
s 
Mike. Zard about old Joe Priggins? 
eee 
ike, Jus ree months fur nickin' a soot o clothes. 
Bill. Serve im bloomin’ well right! Why didn't he bay one 
and never pay for it, like a gent? 
ss 
s 
THE Sword was by the Pen addressed: 
Come, cease your boasting, do, my boy! 
It's by all sapient men confessed 
That l'm mightier far than you, my boy! 


Then laughed the Gorgonzola long : 
„e twain may take the oath oo you 
That . mingled power than mine's less 
strong— 
Tam MITIER far than both oi you!!” 


s 
Indignant Subscriber. I say, look here, you know, what do vou 
mean by announcing the birth of my tenth child under the headin 
e ö 
unf ry Editor, r, r, t noticed it; be 
the foreman's doings, he’s a married man himself. is a 
ss 


s 
Stern Parent (a Money Lender, furiously). Very well, sit. 
since you utterly ignore my authority, mnie chee 1 A 
. U leave every penny of my fortune to an asylum ter 
Son. And very right too, sir; nothing like maki et 
to the class that have patronized you. aa 


s 
First Tasty Little Darling. And then k i 
his arms 8 me shoe ly on > e n 
Second Tasty Little Dariing (absently). Yes, he always vas 
fond of paintings. (And the festivitics commenced once more. 


— — 


THE COCKNEY IN SCOTLAND. 
HE was a puir wee body of a Cockney, and he had left the tom 


o' smoke to wander up and doon Sauchiehall Street, and in aul 
oot of Lauder's and Baillie’s. He couldna talk Scotch, he could 
write it, but he could drink it. And it is good in Glasgic. furs 
wee drappie gaes doon vera weel. He had explored the Covca- 
dens, the 5 the aut Mairkit, and had wandered int. 
the Princess's on the South (Cockney, Surrey) side of thr 
Clyde. The puir bairnie of a Londoner had his pockets full » 
threepenny-bits and bawbees, for he had been an entire twent\- 
four hours in the land of Sir Walter Burns. He had an one-poo 
Scottish note on the British Linen Company, and was wonderit: 
when he should get anither one on Pear's Soap or Sloper’s lll 
And he was fashing his ain sel’, for he was lonely and distraught. 

An he met with a wee ent o the name o“ Dobson, an' n brav 
laddie entitled Rokeby, an’ the aforesaid Baillie. An’ Baillie sai. 
bod ~ se e er toss for drinks in ye Scottish fashion?” An' |i 
said, “ Nae.” 

Then Baillie pit doon a coin covered by his hand, and sail. 
“Spin! for all i nel whose coins fall like — — maun pit in sux- 
pence, the noo.“ 

And the Cockney's coin was the onl one. And he pit in sx. 
pence. And Baillie spun again, and the Londoner and Dobson 
each pit in saxpence, for their coins were heads alike to ye Balli. 
And at the third spin of the coin, the daft English loon was tl 
only one alike to Baillie, and he pit in anither saxpence. Au 
behold there wns enow for drinks. 

And then the feather-headed laddie tumbled a wee. 

“Like your coin!” he cried. “ And if we all pit in coins lib. 
yours, when do ye pit in?” 

“Never at all.“ spoke ye Baillie; 1 merely ha’ the exquec~'! 
plaisure of drinking wi’ ye.” 

P.S.—The story is true, if the dialect is false. 


Saturday, February 15, 1896.) 
: TOOTSIE AT THE ST. JAMES’S. 


— 


HERE has recently, at the theatres, been a good deal of what 
ay be aptly described as “one thing and the other.” 
Playgoers, par- 
ticularly those 
who have gone 
in for nothing, 
have been having 
a good old time. 
There has not 
been ansthing 
exactly hiseed or 
hooted off the 
stage, because 
those kinds of 
things are not 
done nowadays, 
but there has 
been plenty of 
for a good old 
lor u o 
chuckle at the 
ex pen -e of 
authors and 
actors, There are 
plays uced 
at the present 
time, that never 
could have been 
twenty-five years 
0. for there were then no appliances, no scenery, costumes, 
lights, and, what was worse, mostly old actors were wooden - 
paded, and almost all managers awfully hard up. Now an 
tor-manager has backers, and his first failure need not settle 
un. 
As an instance of this I may quote the Duke of York's Theatre, 
seems extraordinary that something could not have been found 
draw the money. The last attempt was made by Mr. Fergus 
ume, a young gentleman who has written several cheap-priced 
poks that, I am told, have sold well; one of them being The 


Rudolf Rassendyll: Princess Flavia: 
ut, GEORGE ALEXANDER. Miss EVELYN MILLARD, 


eu 

. a· ystery of a Hansom Cab,” which was afterwards dramatised with 
ir success. 

tly Meanwhile Charley's Aunt on as sige f as ever, anid 

Ma ntle country and suburban folks come again and again to swell 

: e e play, Chak, T tel Id not ha 

'rilby, a curious years wou vo 

da tre run, 8 the Ha: et, and I am told they are 

“pe ding splendid business with The Prisoner of Zenda at the St. 


mes’, 
Mr. Alexander ns actor-manager, had, of course, a right to choose 
rt, but 1 aos aoe more than this. He 8 two parts, 

seems n — 


whiles to 
in; alf -a - dozen 
his Once on 
ale Woodin, 
Te) enter- 
Jeet 4 in ns line, 
a to change 
ites „ir dress und 
2 ever — 
any times a ni 
5 d to do so fad 
17 bob down be- 
ou nd a table. Mr. 
J. exander has not 
t to bob down 
hind a table, but 
dressers must 
p a bit busy off. 
ani Joking aj you 
N ill be delighted 
the new piece 
the St. James's. 
r. Edward Rose 
done his adap- 
ion admirably. 
yand think what Antoinette de Mauban: Duke of Streslan: 
might have Miss Lity HAxnunr. Mn. HERBERT WankING. 
pen if the author 
the talebook had been let loose on it alone. I don't care about 
ving 2 opinion. 
Mr. Alexander works hard and successfully, and the acting 
nerally is very |. Mr. Herbert W. e Duke is a very fine 
rformance ; Miss Evelyn Millard. king lovely as the 
ncess, wears some dreams of dresses, Miss Li ly Hanbury, too, 
you kes a decided hit. 
ius Mind you go and see for yourself. 
t be 
PROOF POSITIVE. 
ö ‘ones. J understand that Brown has been a sailor. 
sir. mith. I've heard so, but I don't believe it. 
mee, ‘ones, Why not? 
tor mith. Why, the other evening we were talking about thin 
he said he'd never eaten shark, never fallen overboard, 
turn ver seen Neptune come aboard crossing the line, never had a 
w with a nigger or a Chinaman, and didn't know the meaning of 
jamboree or a carobarry. Now, I appeal to you. However 
ein e it might be, would any man who'd ever been to sea acknow- 
ge that much? Oh, no, he's never been a sailor. 
uns — 
an 
HADN'T SEEN HER IN CHARACTER, THOUGH. 
them 
Nun 
lan! 
fort 
esl: 
inte 
f the 
Ho 
tv: 
wert 
ring 
ill 
ht. 
braun 
mild. 
weg 
anil. 
Sux 
SUN 
been 
lic 
8 th 
And 


Jle, And what did your lawyer say! 
She, That I hadn't a leg to stand on. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimonials from all parts of the World. 


SLOPER’S ws 


PRICE 9}* PER BOX (so: PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY Ac Box 


LIVER COMPLAINT 


INDIGESTION 
HEADACHE 
GIDDINESS 
DEBILITY, and 
ALL STOMACHIC TROUBLES. 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DUES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
id. IN STAMPS TO 


CGURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet St., London, B. C., 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 
TO 


REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of a 
TO a certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- ao 
TO gularities and obstructions, a remedy which 
TO — er. sine circumstances and in ene 
most difficult an 
TO OBSTINATE_ CASES LADIES 
TO NEVER re ee AFFORD 8855 — 
28 1 — neg 1 x FEW ole ni 1 
o case hopeless, failure is simply impossible, 
TO as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Ii * rwell, LADIES 
TO writes: LAD 
“By adopting your treatment my anxiety LAD 
8 ant misery pate, Ba . twenty-four hours, re 
although for over three mon n 
TO daily taking pills and other things in vain, LADIES 
TO Half the quantity you sent proved effective, LADIES 
TO to my intense joy 8 oe LADIES 
TO A sworn tee is enclosed with all testi- LADIES 
TO 5 1 3 a e = oe 12 LADIES 
as one le at 48. Gd. post, s us- 
TO ually sufficient for any pal 5 LADIES 
TO Full iculars will be A forwarded to LADIES 
TO any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. LADIES 
TO Write privately to— LADIES 
TO Mrs. A. 8. ALLEN, = 
145 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES 
TO LONDON, 8.W. LADIES 


AN HONEST MEDICINE. 


DR. DAVIS'S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 


Are Unequalled. The most efiectual enearth. Nothing can resist them. 
od., 1/14, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 


Dr. Davis, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, w. 
Or order of any chemist. 
Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 
ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


LOST, STOLEN, OR STRAYED. 


Do you ha to have come across it anywhere, or have you 
of an: ly else tumbling across it? Across what! hy, 
the Wintry Weather. 

Not that we want it. As the glorious, but none the less out-of- 
date, sunshine glimmered through the railings of Grosvenor Square 
the other midday, a telegraph boy loomed slowly round the corner 
of Brook 23 n mopping the perspiration from his 
forehead. A bold sprint of a quarter of a mile in twenty-two 
minutes had made him uncomfortably warm, so he pulled up and 
took a seat upon the zinc ashbox which stood on the kerbstone 
cutside Lord Lavverduck's handsome town residence. Presently 
—that is, in the course of half an hour or so- second telegraph 
boy meandered aimlessly into the square from the direction of 
North Audley Street, and, naturally, the two met. 

“Tired out, Sammy?” asked the new comer of the pilgrim on 
the ashbox. 

“Not altogether tired,” replied the other, but resting judici- 


ously.” 

— Lu, good idea. Make us n bit 0’ room.” 

The second boy sat down by the side of the first. 

“You've had a good edjercation, Dagny, ain't yer?“ asked the 
first youth. 

Fust class! Marrerbone Board School.“ 

“Ah, well; did you ever pause and consider that great truth 
about this = world turning on its axletrees once every twenty - 
four hours?” 

“Certainly I have. It’s immense!” 

“It is, 7 think it’s quite fast enough for anybody to travel, I 
do ; indeed it’s so fast that I think it would be a pity for mere 
mortals like you and me to try and improve upon it, and so I 

pose that we ought to be contented to just sit here and let the 
looming world go on travelling at hop speed till—.“ 

“Now then, git off that blooming box, I wants ter empty it,“ 
raid the man with the dust · cart. coming up, and the two philosophers 
had perforce to increase the dizzy speed ut which we are travelling 
by ambling slowly away. 


UP. To- DATE. 


THE three men who stood, guarded by several warders, in the 
dock did not seem in the least dismayed at their position. Two of 
them indeed nodded reassuringly at their friends at the back of the 
court. 

Then five police-constables gave their evidence, 

It was to the effect that the three prisoners, all of whom were 
armed at the time, had been discovered upon the prosecutor's 
premises with the evident intention of taking forcible possession 
of the same, As it happened the prosecutor had a large staff of 
domestics, and so, though the prisoners “fought like demons,” 
they were eventually overcome and handed over to the police. 

“You have heard the evidence,” suid the worthy beak, turning 
to the malefactors in the dock. What have you got to say for 
yourselves !?“ 

“Simply this,” replied the spokesman of the 
“that prior to organising this raid we form 
Chartered Company.” 

This unexpected reply simply paralysed everybody. The magis- 
trate saw at once that only the House of Lords, or the 1 
Bench, or the London County Council, or somebody, could legally 
try the prisoners. So, as the easiest way out of the difficulty, he 
discharged them, and even notified the leader that if he intended 
having n song written about it, to be called“ Kinahan’s Gallant 
Band, ; he would be pleased to put his name down for half-a-dozen 
Copies 


rty, indignantly, 
ourselves into a 


RAVENSRUE. 


— 
CHAPTER vi. 

RAVENSRUF followed the Alchemist into the tower. As every- 
one had left the building in the wake of the hermit of Kuowsdaile 
there was no need to retire to 
the Alchemist’s cell to secure 

rivacy. Ravensrue threw 

imself on the settle in front 
of the fire in the great hall, 
and the Alchemist sat himself 
on one of the quaintly-carved 
stools of the period. The 
Master of Ravensrue was 
moody and dissatisfied. The 
revolt of his servants, insti- 
gated by the hermit, coming 
so soon after his severance 
from the Lady Edwina was, 
naturally, disquieting. 

Look here, Alanwick,” he 
said, “we are all wrong to- 
et her.“ 

“Not n bit of it,“ said 
Alanwick, calmly, not 1 
bit of it. Things are going 
urst- rate.“ 

„Ifaith, you shall have 
to show me how, because 
ust now I fail to see it, nid 
Ravensrue, as he leaned his 
head upon his hand and 
gazed at the venerable head 
of the Alchemist. 

rell me what is wrong, 
and I will do my best to 
show that it is right, and 
could not be better!” said 
Alanwick confidently. 

2 A tet the Lady Edwina to-day—she whom I love better than 
my life. 

“There was not anything far wrong in that,” said Alanwick 
with a laugh. 

* Please interrupt me not. She tells me that her father has 
res L hat she must marry the Lord Godolphin. He will brook 
ho refusal, 


„ said Alanwick, “very good - couldn't have been 
er. 


Followed the Alchemist into the Tower. 


“Good, say you? 
Ravensrue, crossly. 

“Tis easily done. You love the Lady Edwina—you suppose she 
loves you. Had her father chosen some young and handsome: 
cavalier as your rival she might have forgotten you. When she is 
confronted with Godolphin, who is old and ugly and toothless, she 
will love you the more from 
very contrast.” 

“Ha, you may be right. 
But her father may force her 
to marry him.” 

“Not for a month or two 
surely, and we may do much 
in the interval,“ said Alan. 
wick. 

1 faith, you have com- 
forted me much,“ said 
Ravensrue, “and now that | 
nin minded on it. I said 
something about Godolphin's 
tinancial condition that will 
make him delay the wedding 
somewhat.” 

“What next looks so 
bad that I must prove it 
good 2” said Alanwick, 

“The Baron Longchamp 
has severed me from Lady 
Kdwina and locked her in 
her chamber.” 

“Good again; it is the 
one touch of injustice that 
will make her turn to you 
all the more. Why has he 
done this?” 

„Because he 


gether.” 

“Good; that will keep 
her from the clutches of 
Godolphin and all others, and as soon as she gets a chance 
she will throw herself into your arms with joy. She will elope 
with you us soon un you propose it. Produce me your next 
evil.” 

“The desertion of my vassals and houschold servants at the 
order of this intermeddling priest. What say you to that, good 
Master Comforter?” 

“Better still—better still,“ said the Alchemist, with a chuckle. 
“They have cut themselves off just at the moment that they 
should have done so.” 

„Indeed!“ N 

“In very deed. Those jack-booted, ale-swilling swashbucklers 
were of no further use to us; they would have been an encum- 
brance. Had we carried them with us as servants they would have 
been stared at aghast in the more busy busiuess centres. It would 
have been the same with 
the female servants. You 
would have had to give 
them a month's notice, 
and you know how the 
news that you were dis- 
charging all your ser- 
vants would have been 
received.” 

“TI admit that there is 
truth in what you say,” 
said Ravensrue. 1 

„Truth? Of course 
there ix truth. You will 
now need to explain 
nothing. They have left 
you at the order of the 
Chureh—the Church will 
have to tind them better 
situations.“ 

“But how shall we get 
on in their absence!“ 

“We shall not have 
time to miss them. Hark 
ye, since you left me this 
forenoon [have been 
busy; I have put all my 
previous work to the test, 
and—”" 

„And,“ 
rue, 

“And it is successful— 
my crucible is filled 
with the precious stuff 
the world is waiting for—for the material that will make u: 
rich as kings!“ 

Ravensrue started. “In truth?” he said, doubtingly. 

“In very truth,” responded the Alchemist. 

(Zo be continued neet week.) 


Read me that riddle, then, sirrah,” said 


saw us to- 


“ Read me that riddle, sirrah.” 


said Ravens- 


I have put ail my previous work to the test. 


te et 


* Vain were the task to gauge this depth of passion.” 
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AN UNEXPECTED ALLIANCE. 


“ Brownside Lambs,” roared Colonel McNab, “ME and the Laird has had mony a bit tussle—as, perhaps, ye may know, but we're united now, laddies: so it's doou wi' the wee German 
Lairdie. Lambs, continued the Elder, the thanks o the regmint is dus to Major McSwine for the use of his driest field for the parade. 


OFF THE STAGE. HARD LINES FROM THE BEST AUTHORS. THE ONLY WAY TO PAY IT. 


“My dresamaker has promised to receipt 


“With all the pleasure in life, Mr. my bill if I invite her to my next recep- 


The Cat. Why did the folks give h 
ee eee 7s 


Dick, It's the first time I’ve worn a bangle. Green! You won't mind me bringing u tion. I'm afraid I shall v have to do 
The Cat. I should wear two to-morrow. No. 2.—“ Absence makes the heart grow fonder.” husband, will you? He loves a nice fille it.“ - Extract from the Countess of 
: supper beyond everything.” Veristonie’s letter, 


* 


*,° Miss Sloper sill be delighted to receive A BIT EXHAUSTING. 
photographs from those of her . whose 
portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIB’S FRIENDS. 


A CORNCURING HERO. 


“You look done up!“ “Iam; Miss Goahead asked me 
to swear for her every time she bungled, and I've been at 
it for over three hours.” 


No. 430,.— Miss FLO SHERWOOD. 
Her love alone in all the world 11 r 4 


Irate Customer, Take these rubbish back, I pai d 
I find this is nothing but vulcanite, or some aa gist gg 9 


—Lord Bob. Storekeeper. Vim very sorry, sir, but it's not my fault. I bo hem 
« dearest, on this trusting heart.” “ Hullo, Bill, what have you got there?” Plain stout.” for real African ivory, but it has ease ley ee t. ught the 
‘Have pity, 6 —The Hon. Billy. “Golly ! come on, let's convert it into ‘arf and ‘arf.” elephants havelaken to eet apd pean ig my Know ledge since thet tS 
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RAISING THE-CURTan, 


n 
T. 
Bugraver · 
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nll Pt, 
ed Elo: 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 
coipt This way up, ladies and gentlemen—this way up! ‘Tis not my old friends who need showing, —_ St. Stephen's way :—'Tis clear the ticker-anatcher lad No pity for hit namesake had :—MoCarthy 
ecep- 1 know ; but the many new ones I make every week are just a little strange at first, you see. Now, gues: the task is now, Another chief to find somehow :—Von Botticher resigns the cure Of Foreign 
to we'll make a start right away.—Of these three rufians masked in crape, But one ia captured, two Under See.’s uffn i ra.— Ves. business at the Theatre Royal, Westminster, has again commenc 
eo ex :—Dunraren's charges, su [ sec, Are quite unfounded” proved to be:—The wily Russ and Numerous alterations have been made in the cast ; but many of the tine old farces will be played, 


arial) Turk Together have ayrced to work: A nut Her new and wordy play They put on dowa in addition tu some “ new and original” productions, —THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


THAT SHIFTED HIM. 


„Understand this. Jim, I won't have you fighting 
any more.” “ Werry well, sir, quite agreeable ; 
turee's quite enough ata time.” 


“You seem to have a warm heart for the Tartan, 
Miss M'Whin.” “Oh! no, not at all. You see, when 
ma wears out her costume she always makes three 
new dresses out of it for me. I've one more to wear 
out after this.” 


Hostess. My girl can't bear to be seen in those HIGH LIFE BELOW STAIRS. 


trou: Mr. Smith. If anything | could do would move you at all, I'd do it all day long, “Well, Mary, my darling, be jabbers I think this 
e planter 5 ‘Milly. Really? Well, if anything I could do would move 9 altogether, I d do it is the pen sou write your secrets with ; sure it won't 
Hustess. Oh mt deat no. Made-in-Germany, all my life. make a mark at all 


b4 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


— 


St. VALENTINE'S Day! Dear, dear. so it is. Nut from all out- 
wurd signs of its observance the festival might have passed 
unnoticed, The 
po old Saint 
hasn't got a look in 
nowadays, Year 
by year the ancient 
customs apper- 
taining to the 14th 
have n falling 
into disfavour, and 
even the fancy 
stationers seem to 
have at length 
abandoned all ef- 
fort to revive them. 
Nene ugly valentine 
nnd the skewered- 
heart species may 
still be seen in the 
shop windows of 
some small subur- 
ban sweet sellers’ 
ar tol ists“; 
the more elaborate 
affair with a box of 
gloves or a bottle 
of scent, languishes 
2 . at a few more pre- 
tentious establishments, but customers are few. The valentine is 
moribund, its death is but a matter of time. 


THE Bohee Minstrels gave a grand afternoon performance at the 
Royal Aquarium the other day. What a capital company they are! 
ss 


. 2 
OscaR BARRETT'S successful pantomime, Rvbinson Cruace, is 
now running afternoon and evening, at the Lyceum, but the 
demand for seats is as great as ever. It's a splendid show all 
round, * 


THE evening papers have had a t time of it lately, and the 
number of “ startling rumours" published in one edition, and con- 
tradicted in the next, is both remarkable and confusing. As one 
jubilant proprietor told SLOPER the other day, Divorce cases are 
uot in it now, my boy ; and shocking outrages haven't got a look in.” 


s 
Ir is understood that A. SLOPER has formally declined the 
Presidency of the Royal Academy from multiplicity of other duties. 
The Eminent's decision has caused an intense feeling of relief iu 
artistic circles, * 


pularity of that most tuneful of 


It speaks volumes for the 
its revival should have been 


Savoy operas, The Mikado, 
attended with such 
genuine and pro- 
nounced success, Re- 
vivals even of highly 
popular productions 
are usually but short- 
lived affairs, but Zhe 
Mikado Ane drawn 
crowded houses to the 
Savoy for many 
months, and would 
continue to do so for 
many more, but that 
the joint work of its 
illustrious and long- 
parted authors is now 
on the eve of produc- 
tion. Long have we 
pined for this re- 
union, May the result 
not prove disappoint- 
ing. *,° 


THE Mildewed 
Mound has this day 
been pleased to confer 
the Award of Merit“ 
upon MARIE Lorrus, 
because she's a charm. 
ing and charitable actress, “Feyther,” remarked the Azure- Eyed 
«frarie’s been knocking em at Glasgow as Sinbad the Sailor, an 
no mistake; and wot's more, Old Un, all the oof she rakes in for 
the sale of her photogra: is anded over to the local charities. 
Feyther, I feel as I shud like to h 
the Agéd neglected to administer his customary re 
feeling makes us w us kind, 7 


her.” And for once in a way 
proof. A fellow 


N 2 

Lorp DunravEN and Billiam of Berlin nre threatened with 
similar penalties for saying what they didn’t orter. The Service 
Clubs want to kick out the r, and the New York Yacht Club 
insists upon the resi „or expulsion, of the former. It is just 
possible that both Earl and Emperor will survive these indignities. 


s 
THE Member for Shoe Lane.has now completed the half-dozen 
important mensures he intends to bring before the House this 
Session. Precedence, it is understood, will be given to the oft 
delayed Abolition of “ Unsweetened” Duty Bill, which, it is 
believed, has now the almost entire support of both sides of the 
House. * 


Anz we really to have no serious frost at all this winter? 
Positively it seems like it. Piercing winds and chilly rains 
we have experienced, 
when you, sir, have 
shivered in your great 
coat, and you, madame, 
have sought vainly to 
keep your dainty skirts 
out of the wet and mire, 
but nothing approaching 
a severe frost. And it is 
better so. 8 
to the skater is misery 
to thousands of shiver- 
ing creatures, death to 
hundreds. Jack Frost, 
Exq., is n visitor whose 
absence this year we can 
cheerfully excuse. 

ss? 


= 
TnE War Office is 
really giving its serious 
uttention to the forma- 
tion ofen regiment of 
gentlemen, on the lines 
proposed by the corre- 
spondents of the Globe, 
The“ Ortx Toff Brigade” 
in mentioned as one of 
its probable titles. 
7° 


t Lord Lonsdale is giving up the Master- 
shin * — 7 — yoo season in favour of the Mildew Court 
Honnds. There's a biz fine for using nuughty words in the latter 


Hunt. 


un , — — — . —. ꝗœDv . 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


SLOPER’S DANCING ACADEMY. 


THE FRIEND OF MAN (AND WOMAN) HAS JUST STARTED SOME 
RATHER ORIGINAL DANCING CLASSES, AND FOR THE NEXT 
FEW WEEKS PUPILS (IF THEY ARE YOUNG AND PRETTY) 
WILL BE RECEIVED AT HALF-PRICE. ALL APPLICATIONS 


SHOULD BE ADDRESSED TO SIGNOR SLOPERINI, PINKTITE 
VILLA, BATTERSEA, 8.W, 


No. I.— Miss Dolly Shirtliff doing the“ Tootsie Twitter.“ Under 
the Signor's untiring tuition the pupil attained perfection in this 
difficult movement in six lessons. 


A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
A CALENDAR POR THE WKEK KNDING FEBRUARY 2 xb. 1896, 


16th Fe , 1726. — Baron Trenck, the extraordinary 
prison breaker, was born this day. 


17th February, 1856.—John Braham, the celebrated singer, 
died this day, agea seventy. He for some time was lessee and 
manager of the St. James's Theatre, and produced several short 
— by Charles Dickens, which may be purchased of Mr. John 
ks. 


18th Fe 


, 1478.—It is a question whether Clarence, 
supposed to have drowned this day in a butt of Malinsey, 
Saag really m by poison, administered to him in a cup 

the wine. 


19th February, 1826.—Incledon, the famous vocalist, died 
this day, sae sixty-nine. ‘His profane pieties in quoting the 
Bible, for which and swearing he seemed to have an equal rever- 
ence."—Leigh Hunt. 

20th K 1811. — Horses were first introduced at 
Covent Garden in Bluebeard. Hitherto nobody has used horses 
so effectively for stage purposes as Sir Augustus Harris. 


Aist February, 1711.—Swift writes in his journal this day: 
“How do you pass your time this ugly weather! Gaming and 
drinking, I suppose. Fine diversions for young ladies, truly.” 


22nd February, 1848. — This day died, at the age of 
seventy-six, an amiable lunatic, nicknamed Romeo Coates, in con- 
sequence of his having taken a theatre to perform at it the part of 


Romeo. He was laughed and hooted at all through, but appeared 
to be impervious to ridicule. 


— — 


VALUABLE TESTIMONY. 


THE hall in which the bi-weckly meetings of the Touch Not The 
Vile Stuff Nor The Vessel That Contains It League was crowded to 
an uncomfortable „for all Upper Holloway—blue ribbon 
division—desired to hear the valuable testimony of Bill Blogg: 
the Converted, Boozing, Betting Man. ll had been 3 
like a brand from the burning, though (between ourselves) the 
business of lecturing teetotallers at four quid a week wus safer on 
the whole than burgling suburban villas for shabby electro-plate 
and second-hand overcoats. 

Following a short introductory address by the Vice-President, 
Bill arose, and long and loud was the cheering. 

“ Berlovid Bretheren and Sisterin in Temperance,” cried Bill, “1 
aint altogether a Rosebery at cacklin’, but 1 kin give yer the 
straight griffin in a few words. As good old Shakespeare says, 
‘Don't put a bloomin’ viper in yer tater-trap to “pinch” yer 
brains’: you may kid to yerself that the black-and-tan don't hurt 
yer, but it does, so be firm and make up ver minds to cheese it! 

r aps there's some scoffers here as thinks I'm a- giving em n bit 
o’ gatf, and makes up their minds to shut their ears to this sollum 
worning. All right! Let 'em rollick along in their darkness, but 
take ‘eed and pull up ere it's too bloomin’ late. Any one of yer 
what thinks it's easy to knock off boozin’ jest when he fancies to 
is a cock-eyed ey! You must break it off gradual. Don't be 
chumps: do it! I'm a-talkin’ to ver as straight asa blessed gun- 
barrel. Turn up this trick of dampin' yerself or it'll turn you up! 
Go without the neck-wash, and if ye don't feel better for it call me 
a looney. III never leave off blessin’ the day that 1 signed my 
moniker to the pledge, never. It is now time——” 

A Voice. Time, gentlemen, please! Time! Outside, please!” 

Bill, resuming. Eed not that scorfier, brethren, who will go 
down toa drunkard's grave, but join ine in singing that beautiful 
song: 

„Pause on the brink. renounce that drink 
Which coloureth the boko, 
And tills the jail. Give me Pop's Ale, 
Or good old Lockhart's Cocoa! 


And then the harmonium played. 


(Saturday, February 15, 1896 
NATURE’S REVENGE. 


— — 


To all her friends and acquaintances she invariably expro:;..; 
regret that Nature had cast her in feminine mould. Had 1 ba 
been born a map!” was her 
continuous plaint. 

And yet Nature must have 
known perfectly well what 
ped was 3 E why 
that supple, gracefu ure: 
that 2 skin; that pellucid 
complexion ; t hose eyes, now 
sombre as night, now flash - 
ing with noonday radiancy ; 
those kissable lips ; and that 
nose, the embodiment of a 
poet's dream ? 

Certainly Art strove val- 
iantly to counteract Nature's 
original design, and re- 
model it, as it were, upon 
some fix de-siecle linea. Yet 
the harmony of the first 
original skeich was hard to 
destroy. 

Nevertheless, to be a man, 
or—in default of that mighty 
boon—to be at least mascu- \ 
line, was Cissy’s constant 
ulm. And she made it not entirely an unsuccessful one either, 

The art of wearing semi-masculine attire, of perpetual cigarett 
3 of saucy badinage «dashed with perhaps the mers 
suggestion of double entendre, of the frank “ Hullo, old chappic'” 
or the back-slapping “Cheer oh! dear boy?” treatment of th: 
superior sex—this art, or rather combination of arts, she had fairl, 
contrived to master. As like wire the constant sneering at femini:,. 
conventionality, the scientific attacking of the principal virtue:, 
and the unfettered freedom of chamber and club life along wit! 
other similarly disposed comrades. 

But there comes atime in the life of even the most advanc:./ 
woman when frum the homogeneous crowd of“ deah boys un 
“old chappies something singles itself out and gradually assunr. | 
the form of A Man. And this is not chance, mind you. This—i: | 
the case of advanced womanhood—is Nemesis. This is Nature’. 
revenge, 

Not that there appeared to be anything of the avenger about 
Clifton Wynn. A frank, stalwart, cleverly-minded, good lookin: 
young fellow, he had become a member of Cissy's club, „ Ti. 
Anti-Grundy,” by the merest accident, and in a simple spirit a. 
jocularity. 

But to Cissy he had grown inexpressibly dear; and proving tl: 


limpid depths of his sunny nature with her newly. acquired spiritu:' 
vision, she discovered, with joy unspeakable, eymptoms of recipre- 
cative passion. At least she thought she did. Aye, and woul 
have backed her opinion, too, for love is blind in more sens: 
than one. 

“Tlove him! I love him! I love him!” her heart continua 
ented i: and, almost unconsciously, she began to re-woianix 

erself. 


* * * e * * 


“What a sly dog you are, Cliff, to have kept the secret swh 1 
long time. Oh no! I won't chaff you, old fellow. Of course. . 
you say, we've been such pala. And she’s n parson's daughter down 
in Devonshire, is she, and the dearest little thing in the worl 
Not my style. of course—just a soft, tender-hearted, old - fashion. 
womanly little thing, eh? Well, I hope you'll be happy. Yes. i 
was a bit of luck your coming into this money unexpected! 
Saved you a few years’ waiting, hasn't it!? And her name's Male. 
eh? Oh, fair hair—tluffy ! Well, you know you have my b. 
wishes, Cliff, dear boy. I can just fancy you settling down inty 
the orthodox family man. rink her health, will 12) Whi. 
rather! . 

And with a Spartan smile, and an icy chill at her heart. Cis 
called for a sherry and bitters. 


THE SAME OLD STORY. 


Amanda, My brother, if you please, in! 

Lady E In. d cel? You never mentioned that th 
grocer 8 man was your brother. 

Amanda. Oh, yes'm, if you please. 


' I've just this mone! 
promised to “be a sister to him. 


day, February 15, 1896.) 
HE “SKELETON” PHOTOGRAPHER. 


verie on the new Röntgen process of photographing your bones. etc., 
while you wait.) 
Ir would seem we shall 
have to be screened 
From the _ frightful 
Photographer Fiend, 
For there's an inveu- 
tion, 
Too awful to men- 
tion, 
Accoriling to state. 
‘ ments we've gleaned, 
for this process, as 
fearful as fresh, 
Can 


—— 


. CANNOT DE YOURS — 
QIN CN THE PuNoTO 


2 


pierce through 
vour clothes aud 
vour flesh, 
And “take” 
bet ide you!) 
All matters 
vou 

Your bones and your 
nerve-system's mesh, 


(woe 


inside 


Still it useful to lovers 
may be, 

When each other's 
hearts they'd fain 
see, 


‘ther, To note if Love's passion 
sarette Tn really true fashion 
mere Is moving that he and that she! 
Dhie 4 And whenever a friend comes to tea, 
of the And 7 775 with his secrets make free, 
| fairl is springs (O! how shocking) 
Minit. You'll soon be unlocking 
‘irtues, By means of this skeleton key! 
8 witi, 
— ä — 
* MISUNDERSTOOD. 
asus | 
his—in 7 
ature’ | 
about 
Oookin 
„Th. 
pirit ul 
Dg the 


My dear young man, I assure you I could break you of that 
eful habit of intoxication, if you would only trust me.“ 
ist? Impossible, dear boy! haven't the price of half a pint in 
world to lend.” 


piritus! — ee, 
recipe 
would HIS REASONS. 
seuscs vith. Tsay, Sharpleigh, excuse my speaking plainly, but as an 
inuall friend of the family I cannot help asking you, Why on earth do 
nual: allow your wife to wear trousers? 
MBAR harpleigh, In the first place, old man, because tweed isn't 
ly so expensive as silk or velvet, and it doesn't take half tho 
* tity of stuff to make a suit that it does to make a costume; 
il ndly, becnuse the fashions in trousers don't change every 
urne. 2s th; and thirdly, because if she keeps on wearing em and 
er donn pnt change her mind, I shall have quite a respectable balance 
world he bank by the end of the year. 
shione! | ä ——ů— 
Yes. il 
etedly' THE SLOPER RELICS. 
Maile. ( Continued.) : 
ibd ; 8.—Latcu KEY AND WARMING PAN USED BY MR. GLAD- 
Whit. STONE IN His EAnLx Days, 
t. Cissy 


Pe > ae 
„. 2 


Fu Et AFTERWARDS 
DISCOVERED IN WARMING PAN — 


hese relics A. SLOPER will ever cherish, having received them 
m the Ex-Premier himself, One evening, late in the autumn of 
year 18—, the Eminent, while assisting the office wor put up 
shutters of No. 99, heard distant cheering, which = ily 
led into a roar. Looking down the Lane, he beheld Mr. 
stone, surrounded by the whole of the Ministry then in power, 
a crowd drawn from the outside of the sport ng Er offices 
leet Street. In his right hand he bore aloft the latch key, and 
is left shoulder gracefully rested the warming pan. Hurrying 
to the Eminent, Mr. G., in an elegant speech, presented them 
LLY, who placed them at once amongst his other valuable 
s. Down came the shutters again, lights, electric and gas, 
turned on, and they were left to the admiring of the 
tilace the whole of the night. Why Mr. Gladstone should have 
ed with the latch key A. SLOPER can understand ; but that he 
ud have relinquished the warming pan shows (the winter 
hing on) the unselfish nature of the Grand Old Man. A.SLOPER 
found the warming pan grateful and comforting on winter 
ts. The latch key he tried once, but his good lady had to 
e down and let him in. (1, and then the wretch complained 
cold. ſert. Mus. S.) 
(Zu be continued.) 


nat the 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-B8Ox, 


JUNIOR CONSTITUTIONAL CLUB, PICCADILLY, W., 
; February 3rd, 1896, 

Dean S1R,—Please accept my thauks for tne yreat honour you 
have conferred on me in awarding me the SLOPER “ Award of 
Merit,” and excuse delay in answering your letter, which only 
reached me yesterday. I am sending you my photo to-morrow as 
requested.—I remain, yours truly, 

Licut.-CoLone S. v. Gonpox, F.O.S. 


THE Box nis, MARGATE, February 4th, 1896. 
DEAR OLD FRIEND ALLY,—Your “ Award of Merit” arrived 
quite safe, and was met at the railway station by quite a large circle 
of friends, who asked to be shown this wonderful work of art, anil 
all greatly admired the signature thereon, it is now on view 
at the Bhip Hotel (by-the-bye, you know the Ship), and is 
greatly admired. When you come for your annual don't forget to 
call and take a nip of the Juniper, as the Buffs say. So with long 
lite and rosperity to your Eminence, and a grand career to your 

“ HALF-HOLIDAY,”—I remain, dear ALLY. respectfully yours, 
UNCLE BON Es, F. O. S. 


— — 


CITUAISHUNS I HAVE LEFT. 
THE RECKERLEKSHUNS OF ELIZABETH Mirrixs (“GENERAL”). 
Hintreduchshun, 


I KNOWTISE that it now seams ily fashernable fur everybodd 
that thinks thairselves ennyboddy to rite thair reminessences. 1 
have red some of them myself, the yun ladyes at one of my plaices 
belonging to a circulashun librie, and I don't think mutch of them. 
1 also seed in a everning paper that there was a groin’ dermand for 
this clars of literatoor. I ain fiving it as neer as I can reckerlect 
in the paipers own words. The wurld, it sed, is orlways reddy to 
Re into the hinner lives of its sealebrities ; it likes to sea ‘ow they 

ive, what they eats and drinks, and ‘ow often they waushes 
thairselves. 

The reeding of this set me musin’. I ‘ave never shott lions nor 
tigers or bin taken prisner by wild cannybull Injins like some of 
the othur sealebrities, but in the coarse of a eventsfull kureer in 
dermestick cervice, I ‘ave gorn throo hexpeareances wich is far 
more harroin. I don't no that you could cal me a sealebrity 
exactly, but thar, no more you could a lot of them folks ns rites 
there rekerlekshuns but I don't set up to be nothiuk of ther 
sort. What I sez to meself is this: Elizabeth Miffins, I sez, ‘ave 
you sean ernuf of dermestic cervice and ita sorrers and trils to giv 
your ere and unbyassed orpinion of its merets and its dror- 
hacks Ave you had surfecient hexpeariense, Elizabeth, to take 
yur plaice befor a hexpectant publec as a imparshal cricket? And 
upon merture refleckshun and deap konsiderashun | comes to the 
nannymus konclushun that I ‘ave. 

I makes no 5 to litterary stile and finnish. Tho it 
was the wish of my pa and ma that I shud go to gerton or noonam, 
this was perventid owin to misforshun wich overtuk my mail 

t. and compeld me to quit a luvin ‘ome at a tendir age and 

t meself urpon the murcies of a kold and ‘eartless world. I 

menshin this kause 1 ‘ave no wish to be takin fore a bloo 

stocken, tho 1 ‘ave orlways natchrally felt a intrest in Ire 

Edicaishun of Wimmin, and if thur is a few misetaikes in epelin 
creap in now then, u wil no why and hexcuse ackording. 

Havin’ now hexplained my reesuns for appearin' in print, I trust 
no futher apollergy wil be neaded, but will resume the comments- 
ment of mi advantures for e chapter, merely remarkin’ that 
wen 'u have ‘eard al ’u wil oan that I ‘ave knot imbark'd on the 
stonie parths of litrechoor in vane. ; 

(Tu be continued next week.) 
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TO MY VALENTINE. 
IT seems, my love, as if one lives 
Just now within an age which gives 
The olden world its knell of death, 
And dowers the new with new life's breath. 
It seems as if this much-taught age 
Hurls erudition's fiercest gage 
A st that weird romantic lore 
Which pleased men’s fancies heretofore. 
It seems as if each modern cult 
Will o'er me, ghoul-like, gloat—exult— 
If so out-of-date I dare to be 
As to make a Valentine of thee! 


It seems, my love, as if my soul 

Has in the new world played its réle, 
And rapt by realism’s rage, 

Has caught the spirit of our age. 

It seems as if supremely torn 

My heart would be with strong self-scorn, 
Were I to let these fond eyes glance 

On old dead joys of fair Romance! 

Jt seems—it seems—but no! ah, no! 

Let new worlds come, let old worlds go, 
Yet, while with love my heart-strings thrill, 
I'll cleave to old-world fancies still; 

Aud so out-of-date I’m proud to be 

As to making a Valentine of thee! 


— — 


THE LATEST BRIGHTON MYSTERY. 


THERE'S always a good deal of mystery of one kind and another 
knocking about in Brighton, but the latest bit (which a lady 
detective has been set to unravel) goes like this: The charming 
wife of a certain stockbroker went into—well, never mind who's 
—the big mantle-makers, and cast envious eyes upon a perfect 
duck of a winter mantle, lined throughout with silk and with real 
jet twiddley-twiddleys all down the back. But the price was 
thirty guineas! 

She gazed longingly and lovingly at the coveted mantle, but she 
knew that her hubby wouldn't go to such a high tigure. Fifteen 
pounds was nearer his limit. 

She thought all this well over, and at last she interviewed the 
hend salesman. She told him of her dilemma—how she longed 
for the mantle but knew her husband wouldn't spring the figure 
and finally arranged a way out of it. She handed the salesman 
three five pound notes, telling him that, on the following day, she 
would send her husband in with a piece of ribbon to get matched, 
when the cloak was to be shown to him at the ridiculous price of 
fifteen guineas. Wicked woman! . 

On the following day. sure enough, the stockbroker came in, and 
whilst a young oo assistant fussed about with the matching of 
the ribbon, the h salesman brought out the mantle with “ Here. 
sir, is a garment which you ought to secure. It has been reduced 
from thirty to fifteen guineas—trade’s so bad.” ; ’ 

He bought it. Yes, he bought it and took it away with him, 
and, as that was over a fortnight ago and as Mrs. Stockbroker hasn't 
cen anything of the beautiful garment, she's employed a detective 
to find out what its destination was. 

Who can guess? 

— —-—„—½4 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Why is the second month like Burton-on-Trent ?—Because you 
can easily finda “bruary "init. 
THE ancients worshipped Jupiter Ammon. 
Jupiter Mammon that gets our homages. N 
“Wrapt Up in Himself": The contortionist, when tied in a 
ot. 
ens SHALL we two be one the moment we are married?” “Yes, 
dear, you will then be my ‘altar eqo’!” 


Nowadays it's 


LITTLE RIDOLE. 
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Son of Piscatorial Sportsman, 1 say, father, d'you know the 
difference between you and a man who marks the owner's name 
on sheep? 

Piscator (uneasily), No; what? 

Young Hopeful. Why, the man who marks sheep is a Lamb 
Dyer, and—— [Hast y retreat, while the old man thinks it over, 


— — 


MARY'S FOLLOWER. 
“ MARY, who is that you have with you down in the kitchen?” 
Pretty little Mrs. Gulbily’s voice was raised in sharp inquiry as 
she stood at the head of the stairs leading to the domestic regions, 
and propounded the above query. She waited impatiently for a 


reply. 

But there was a suspicious interval of silence, broken only by the 
faintest perceptible sound of a scuffle, Mrs. Gulbily repeated her 
question in a louder key. 

“I beg your lon, m.“ said the pretty general, appearing 
suddenly at the foot of the stairs, “did you call, m! 

But her mistress was already descending the stairs. ‘“ You know 
I did, Mary,” she anid, sternly ; „I asked you who else was in the 
kitchen, I distinctly heard a man's voice there.” 

Ves. in, that’s so, 'm, the—the ragman called just now to know 
asd got anything for 


m. 

„ don't believe you, 
Mary, you know per- 
fectly well he wouldn't 
come at this time in the 


evening; I know ex- 
actly what it is, in direct 
disobedience to my 


orders you have been 
encouraging some 


young man here.” 
“That I'm sure I 
haven't, 'm,“ said Mary, 
positive 


ly. 

But Tim convinced 
you have,” replied her 
mistress. “Now you 
know how particular 
your master and I are 
about followers — ha! 
what's that?“ 

The noise of some- 
thing being knocked 
down—broken china it 8 
sounded like—came from the large crockery cupboard opposite. 

With ready courage the young wife stepped towards it. Quick 
as thought she whipped out her keys and a moment later had 
locked the door safely, and stood trembling with fear and excite- 
ment in front of it. 

“Now, Mary,” she said, sternly, as she recovered her composure, 
“it's useless to deny it; your lover is in there, and I shall give him 
in charge for trespass.” 2 

Without nn instant's warning Mary plumped down into a chair 
and burst into a flood of tears. Mrs. Gulbily flew upstairs and 
threw open the hall door. Extraordinary as it may seem, a police- 
man was passing just at the very moment. Ina few moments the 
situation was explained and the peeler was making his way 
towards the kitchen. 5 

“1'll soon ‘ave ‘im out for you, mum,” he said, as he descended, 
don't know as you can very well charge im.“) 

Mary was still howling horribly. The man in blue cast a sym- 
mthetic look towards her, turned the key and threw open the door. 

he next moment he had grabbed the intruder and dragged him 
forth into the light. ; : 

Great Justice Jeune! Jt was Mr. Gulbily himeclf! 


— — 
RUDE WRET CH. 


. 


Say, Tottie, I know you've got a will of your own, won't you 
leave me your calves in it as a thumping legacy ? 
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No. 416.— Mn. Percy Mil rox, F.O.S. 
“Jt is with exceptional pleasure that we this week 


place before our readers a speaking likeness of the 
clever young actor-manager, Mr. Percy Milton. to 
w management and pen the Grand Theatre, 
Glasgow, this year owes its pe. Space forbids us 
to dwell at length upon the qualities which have 
endeared him to friends and public, and the follow- 
ing brief jculars must accordingly suftice. 
Modest and retiring disposition. Courteous anil 
gentlemanly ditto. Believes in hard work and 
temperance, Awfully devoted to his small family, 
and milk and soda. Keeps latter always handy. 
8 cigarettes, and «pends lot of time rolling 
them. Author, composer, song writer, manager, 
comedian, and F. O. S. Last dignity conferred upon 
him February let, 1896. —Debrett Improved, 
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GIRLS BOB'S HAD TEA WITH. 

It cost his lordship a small fortune in flowers and 
jewellery before she asked him, and, after all, her 
mother never left them for a minute. It was beastly 
rough on the poor chappie, wasn't it ? 


THE F. O. S. PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE SLOPER FAMILY AT DIFFERENT PERIODS OF THEIR LIVES. 
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AGED 71.— This stately lady, 
whose portraits grace this page, 
was, when a child, a delicate 
little thing—so fragile, and re- 
quiring a deal of care—which 
she did not get. A close 
observer may already remark 
the rose-like tone of her aristu- 
cratic nose. 


AGED 21.—When of age she 
became enamoured of the rever- 
end phen gat who 3 at 
the chapel she regularly at- 
tended id he married the 
lady who any dle general shop 
in the neighbourhood, causing 
a melancholy expression to 
settle permanently upon 
auntie’s features, 


No. 8.—AUNT GEESER. 
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Present Dar.— Her life has 
not been a bed x se ele 
poor luty, 
in the words of a certain poet 
(is it Alfred Austin ?), “knows 
the troubles I have seen!” 'Tis 
true she has a little income, but 
A. SLOPER will worry it so. 
She still retains traces of her 
youthful beauty ; indeed, Uncle 
oflin on Christmas Day (after 
dinner) pronounced her (with 
a certain thickness in the pro- 
nunciation), “Sweetness long 
drawn out.” 
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AGED 13.—Which fact gives 
the lie to her nephew Alexan- 
dry’s base insinuations, and 
points with the finger of Truth 
to chronic indigestion. At 
thirteen those fleeting tresses 
of hers may be said to have 
been at their fullest luxuriauce. 


‘XN 
AGE UNcERTAIN.—Alexan- 
dry saye, “Seventy-four if a 
tick.” “ And the rest,” remarks 
the undutiful William Higgins. 
Somewhere about this time it 
was suddenly discovered Aunt 
Geeser wore a wig. Fortunately 
the Blue-Eyed was not then 
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OUR CENTRE FORWARD. 


(1) She had undoubtedly the best 
appearance on the field. 


=> 


(2) But she had an awkward way 
of stopping the ball. 


THE LODGING-HOUSE FLEA. 


born. “He won't be happy till he gets it.” 


DO YOU WONDER P 


“ What is the difference between two lemons and 
a locomotive?” Don't know.” Then I'm afraid 1 
couldn't trust you to purchase lemons for me.” 


rc 
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THE CONFIDENCE TRICK. 


Customer. Whyever don't you drive your cat off the 
table, waiter? 

Waiter. Well, you see, sir, it’s stewed rabbit dav, 
and the guv'nor, he «ays the customers like to dee the 
cat in hevidence on these days, 
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. 4 shall put my boy into : W trade.” 

x none tv families will receive ; 

5 hin” 17 but it ulli ‘be better than that. He'll Since Bill Scroggins has joined the force, he doesn’t believe all those tales about 

Ds — them.” pretty housemaids and rabbit pies. “AWKWARD, ISN'T IT, DARLING?” 
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